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’ SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.

BY LILY LILAC.

“30 you are determined on Newport,

the father of two yonng
girls that asked this guestion, and the
elder one answered:

“To be sure I am; it is the last sea.
gon you will have to pay my bills, and
yon need not gromble 1 am sore 1
have mude an impression on Ross
Wilton, and to stay athome from New-
port when ha is going there, would be
throwing my chance of a brilliant set-
tlement completely away.”

“NVery well, then, go. Where will
you o, Josie?”’

“I think I shall avail myself of your
kind offer and go to Aunt Jane’s,” the

“Then youn have no brilliant match |
to throw away.”

“Of course she bas not! Who ever |
expected such a plain looking girl as
Josie Wycombe is, to catch a rich
hushand; she may be glad if she even
gets a clerk in your store,” and Me-
dora, the beauty of the family, tossed
her head and complacently viewed
herse!f in the mirror.

“Thank you for the compliment,
Medora, I shall not go to Newport to
angle for him, if 1 never even get a

clerk.”

in my life, and always found that the
clear blue made their eyes seem green,
or the color of eat’s eyes. Josie was
there, two, in u pink merino skirt, and
wlite muslin waist. Somebody asked
Medora to play and she complied, Ross
Wilton turning the music leaves,
Josie came and stood by her sister
whiie she played.

After she had finished, Russ asked
Josie if she played.

““A little,” she answered.

“Then favor us with a tune.”

She prepared to comply, when her
sister said, in a whisper loud enough
for him to hear, “Josie, do not exhibit
your pcor skill after 1 have played”

Josie blushed and scemed hurt, hes.
itated a moment, and then seating her-
self, played a simple tune. Ere she
finished they all erowded around her,
and soon were begging for something
else. She played three or four more
pieces and then refused to play any
more. When she bad concluded, Me-
dora led Ro=a away saying:

“Josie has practiced to sadvantage
this summer. I did not know she was
so skillful a performer.”

It was the truth she spoke, but Ross
did notset it down as sach.

A few nights after, the Wycombe
family attended a soirce at a friend’s
house, Medora went arrayed in cost-
ly silks, and diamonds—Josie in a

Josie left the room, and that ended
that
Newport,

toe conversation for nl(.r"in;:_ |
Medora

Aunt Jane's.

went 10 Josie to

The thread of our story

we take up again after their return.
“Phew!

earth arc you doing?”

phew! why, Josie, what on

“Dusting the parlor, my dear sister,
and if the dust affects your breathing

organg, 1 advise you Lo go to

your
owWn roomn again.”
“That is what has come of your
off to Aumt Jane’s this sum- |
You're always doing the house- ’

Why can’t Mary du.‘_-'.t‘

|1l|i'\l .l-_f
mer.
maid's work,

the parlor just as well?”

“Ma discharged her yesterday.”

“Goodness! what was that for?”

“Why, my dear sister, your summer
at Newport lowered pa’s finances so
much that we could not afford to ke ep
her, and I must needs do her work

“Ask pa, or ma.”

“Merev! there is Ross Wilton and 1
in such a plight,” and away Medora
flew 1o her room.

Josie answered the bell and showed
him into the parlor.

“My sister will be down shortly,”
she said.

“Your sister?” Le asked, looking at
her in amazement, for, be it known,

she totally unknown to Ross

wa
Wilton.
“My Miss

answered, drawing herselfl up to her

sisfer, Wycombe,” she
fu lest height

“0, pardon me—I did not—mean—
that is to say-——"

“No pardon is nccessary, many

make the same mistake”

The rieh Riss Wilton conld not kt:t‘p
his eyes off plain Josie, and she did
not lock so very plain either at that
time, for her bair was becomingly ar-
ranged; an unusual flush was in her
face, her gingham dress sat admirably,
and wis adorned at the throat with a
reat collar bow; her
gingham bib apron had two cunuing
little pockets, of which
pecpel a clean bhandkerchicf, and from
3he
took no steps to inform her sister that
he was waiting, and he jumped to the
conclusion that Medora was helping
her when he arrived, and had gone to
dress in more costly apparel.

and a ribbhon

one

out ol

the other a small account book

“Why did you uot accoompany your
mother and sister to Newport this

snmmer?’ he asked.

y of undenominational breath

do you go to Sunday School,

.

, Why, marm, I go to Baptisses, and |

BRE ses, and the l'l‘t‘ﬂl“t)‘[@l’illll]-‘»,
U'se been trying the "Piscopals for

. WO or three weeks,”

4 \ w't seem to belong to any

B =

B ¥iere then, Jummy?”

Wiy, ves, marm, don't youn see? 1
em all C‘_\Ct!ptill' the "Pis-

Y but 'm going to jine them too,

=

Well, Jimmy, what's vour idea in
fiing to so many 1" ;

Wiy, vou see, I geta a little of
hat's going on at’em all, marm. 1
B liberries, and bymn books, and

¢l that; ard when they [ave pie-nics!

L roes to every one of ‘em.

- =
“Wao Digp por Yor —At & color-

¢l Sibbath School, in this country, a

kw w.,k.; agn, the devout teachs r

ked the question, “Who died for

on?"  After a spell of silence and a

pell of whispering, a little ‘*‘nig"

Wont £ty years old repiied, “Abrum

Lill Iy m.?

w

“Pa thought he could not afford to
let any of us go, but Dora thought
she must, so I went to my aunt’s in
the country, and I enjoyed myself Let-
| ter it seens than Dora did at Newport,
for she Las eomplained of uneasiness |
she came |

sickuness ever since
home. Al lhiere b‘hﬂ iB.“

Medora here arrived, dressed in a
beaming moruing costume. Soon af- |
ter Jousie took Lerleave, and they could |
Lear her in the back parlor, dasting
and singing soitly to herself.

Ross had ounly called to inquire after
Dora's bealth after her trip to New-
port, and did pot mnke a long visit. |
She mvited him to call in the evening,
as she was to have a few friends there.

The evening came, and with it the
| few friends, (about twenty.) Medora
| was radiant in blue silk, and jewels.
| She was one of those persons who

bave grayish blue eyes, and imagine
blue the most becoming cd?"th‘?! can

{i.l'ni

Josie in her gingham dress,

you: it
banker, for Josie,
Josie?”

old man.
of this wiater is ridiculous.

neatly trimmed silk and woo! linsey,
with bLer bair very becomingly ar-
ranged, without head-dress, or orna-
ment of any kind.

“How very plain Josie Wycombe is
said a butterfly to Martin
Demas, the miserly banker.

“Is sghe?”

“Why, yes. I don’t believe her
whole #uit cost twenty-five dollars.”

Old Demas gazed at the tasty and
and thought of his
louely bachelor home,

dressed?’

becoming dress,
The pext morning callers inumera-
the bell of the Wycombe
mansion; they were all admtted by
Among
the callers were Ross Wilton and Mar- |
tin Demas.

]
L] i | ] "
ble rang

Josie only tarried a few,

moments in the parlor with each, and
then excused hersell.

“I bave had a proposal for my

“Fiddlesticks!” daughter to-day,” said Mr. Wycombe
one evening.

“Was it Ross, pa?7 cried Medora,

her eyes sparkling.

“No, it was not Ross, nor was it for
from old Demas, the
What do you say

was

“1 say, no.”
“What? do you know he is one of

our richest men?”

“Most assuredly I do, but must still

SL!l’lii a dtrL‘i«‘- d no.

“Why, what is the matter with you,

Josie 27 ¢jaculated Medora, “you will
never have avother such a ehance, and

wou'!d not now, if he had not been an
The way you dress and go
Young
Chichester said last night, you were
the plaivest girl in the room, and he
really pitied you, because you were
likely todie an old maid.”

“] should, if the world were compo-
sed of such men as he is. Pray who
is e, and what is he worth? and in
what part of his anatomy
not in his

does he
conceal his brains? head,
that's certain.”

“You need not be so sarcastic. I
never intend to marry himj; my mar
ket is made elsewhere; I expect the
wealthy Ross Wiiton to propose every
day.”

“You have been expecting it all
summer, and all winter. What makes
him so tardy?”

“Come, girls, don’t quarrel, only get
somebody to propese and get your-
selves off my hands: I don’t mean
you, though,” looking at Josie. “Yom
have sobered down into a sensible girl
since your visit to your aunt Jane, but
you had better have old Demas.

“No, I shall not!” and that was the

|eud of it.

Not long after Josie answered a
ring at the bell, and found Ross Wil-
ton. “Good morning, Miss Josie, I
have come to ask you to take a ride
to the Central Park to day.”

“I am sorcy I cannot go. I maust
surcly stay at hcme, we have so much
to do. You will enjoy yourself better
with Dora alove.”

] — I—I had—did not intend to ask
Dora, I had rather have you.”

“l am very sorry for that, Dora
would enjoy it so much.”

“Is it yoor wish that I should ask
Dora to go, i your place?” ‘

“Yes, her health is so poor, it would
do her 8o much good, and as for me, I

wear. I have seen a great many such
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ma to manage alone just now. Some
other time will do.”
Dora went, Josie staid at home.
“Well, well, Josie, I've had ancther
offer for your band and homely face to-

day!” Mr. Wycombe exclaimed, as he
entered the dining room not long after.

“Who was it this time?” asked Mra.
Wycombe.

“Harry Barnes, the rich merchant.”

“Ah me! it was a lucky day for him
when Stella died, she was such an ex-
travagant person,” sighed Mrs. Wy-
combe, -

“What shall I tell him, Jogie?”

“Tell bim no!”

“What? do you intend to tell them
all no?”

“Not when the right one comes, pa,
I shall say yes, then.”

Round the corper Ross Wilton
sweeps in his new sleigh, stops at the
Wycombe Mansion, tuns up the steps
and rings the bell; Josie, in gingham
dress and bib apron opens the door.

“Now, Josie, get ready, I want to
take you to ride in my new sleigh.”

“0, Mr. Wilton, I cannot go to-day,
it is wash day.”

“But you dou’t have to wash, do
your”

“No, but I have twice as much work
to do on wash-day. Take Dora again
to-day, I had rather yocu would.”

“Shall T take Dora always?”

“Only just for to day, please.”

“Will you be at home this evening?”

“I shall, but pa, ma and Dora, are
going to the opera.”

“I shall come this evening, then, 1
want to see you only.”

“Oh, Josie!” cried Dora, when she
returned from the ride, “I am sure
that Ross is on the eve of a proposal,
I thought sure he would propose every
minute to-day!”

“What made you think so?”

“Why, he seemed so absent and ab-
stracted daring the whole ride, don’t
you believe he hardly said a dozen
words to me from the time we
until we got back!”

“Is that the way men do when they
are on the eve of a propesal?”

“Why yes, you goosc! but what is
the matter with you that you are in
bed.”

“I have such a bad headache.”
“Then you will not be able to go o
the opera to-pight, will you?”

“No, I shall stay at home.”

started

“I had just as leave yon would.”

“l know it, my dear, affectionate
sinter, and who knows buat Ross will
propose to-n ight if 1 stay at home?™

“l expect he will, and I must give
him a good chance.”

“Do, if you can.”

Evening came, and Dora was much
chagrined at not seeing Ross at the
opera. She would have been more so
if she could have had a sly peep into
the parlor at home. Josic's headache
had disappeared as if by magie, and
Ross Wilton sat on the sofa very much
pleased at something, to juodge by his
looks, and blushed rosy red
every time her eye encountered his.

J\.‘.'-}it,'

Saspicions circamstances these.
“Well,
cease 17 exelaimed Mr. Wycombe, on

well, will wonders never

entering the family room the next
evening. “Josie, Josie, Isay Josie,

you rogue, what have you been doing
to bewitch all the most eligible mateh-
es? and this your first season out, too.”

“Why, pa,” asked Dora, “who has
proposed for her now?”

“You will not like it very well, for
it was none other than Ross Wilton”

“Ross Wilton! No, no! you are only
joking.”

“He is not joking, my dear sister,”
answered Josie, holding up her hand,
upon which flashed a new diamond
ring. “Didu’t I tell you yesterday
he might propose it I staid at home
from the opera Thank you for going
and giving him the chance.t’

“Then here is where he was last
night! Ob, you deceitful, hateful thing!”

“There, that will do, my dear, affee-
tionate sister, I should think you might
be thankfui that poor, plain Josie, had
found a husband, and was not likely
to disgrace you by being an old maid.”

“Poor, plain Josie! I shounld think
it was pretty, handsome Josie! by the
way the eligible offers have come in
this first month,” said Mr. Wycombe.

“Why here are the three most eligi-
b'e matches of the season been laid at
Josie’s feet, and Dors, who has been
out four season’s already, bas never
bhad an offer.”

“I'm sure I'm not to blame,” said
Dora, bursting iato tears, “and for my
part eannot see into the secret of the
sly, deceitfal thing's success.”

“If you had gove with me to Aunt

Jane’s instead of Newport, and profit-

ed by her advice as I did, you w-ld

 now be the financee of Ross Wilton,
and 1 of Harry Barnes, for T might

have chosen bim if Ross bad not
sho wn strong symioms of appreciation.”

“Then it's your housemaid dodge
that has done all this, eh?”

“Ha ha' this is the o'i.h“ play of
‘She Stoops to Conquer,” 18 1t?” langh-
ed Mr. Wycombe. “Quite an improve-
ment on Goldsmith, I declare.”

“I DON'T WANT TO.”

“Hu.rr_}' it is time for youn to come in
now. This is your study bour, and
you promised your father that you
would not negleet it A bright, hap-
py-looking boy came from the
street group in answer to this sum-
mons, but it was not to obey.

“0Ob, mother,” he said io a pleading
tone, “please don’t make me come in.
All the boys are out and we are having
such a good time.”

out

“You know you cught to attend to
your lessons,” replied the mother.

“Yes, but I don’t want to,” said Har-
ry. “Father will not mind my staying
out just for once.”

the boy went back to the pleasure
whicli bad been bought at the expense
of aneglected duty. It is a bad thing
for a Loy to begin to be careless about
all that is implied in that one little
word ought.

Harry has outgrown his boyhood
must get up,” said his father, giving a
tap upon bis d or. “It will be a busy
day at the office, and I am off. Don’t
be behind time

“Oh, father, 1 don’t want to get up
yet,” said Harry in sleepy accents;
“what is the use of routing me out s0
early? A fellow must have some
sleep.”

“Your
about punctuality,” said the father,
“and he is right”

Harry knew that his father spoke

cmployer i8 very particular

: . |
when we meet him again, “Harry, you

don’t want to be different from tho
rest.”

Yeirs glide by, aod Harry's parents
sleep in death. Beside the new-made
grave of his mother he stands,
l wretched and griel-stricken. He docs
not look much hke the beautiful boy
of long awo; but the character he be-
gan to form then made him what Le is.
He bows his head and tears fall fast,
while memory ia busy. A hand is laid
upon his shoulder. A voiee speaks in
| kindly accents, “Young man, don’t
| grieve so bitterly over the past. Be-
| gin now a now life, and all may yet

be well.”
1 Harry turned and saw the clergy-
| man who had ministered to his mother
! in her dying hours. “You are very
| kind,
“buat it 18 too late.
different now. 1 am aruined wretel)
“It is not too late,” said the clergy-
| man earnestly. “Be persuaded, my
| dear young frieud.
to save those who are lost in

gir, yon mean well,” he sail,
I never can be any

Jesns Chirist came
sin.

: ; i re re beliaw
The mother reluctantly yiclded, and ‘, Turn to Him now; repent, believe, and

| vou mav yet be happy.”
|  “No, 1 cannot be religious now,”
said Harry. *“I cannoteventry, some-
’huw. It is my fate to be wicked, I

suppose. Itis ol no use to resist.’”
| And he went to the tavern to try to
| forget his grief,

And now, not advanced iu years, but
broken down in mind and body, the
| drunkard fecls that he is sinking into
(_,”1_ the

o

cannot die! he

' the unseen eternity. horrors
of that scene! *“I
screams in terror, “Oh, save me,save
me; 1 don’t want to die!” His pleais

all m vain, and ceases forever as the

zeal of silence is set upon the guiver-
ing lips.

This Boys,
would you like to wear it? If pot,
begin to learn how to resist tempta-
to Jesus and ask Him to
help you to do, from day to day, just

character is finished.

tion. Go

the truth; but he had been long mak-
ing up his character upon the prioci-
ple of self-indulgence, so he said to
himself, “Just one little nap cannot
s'gnify.” The nap was taken; the
young clerk was ten minutes too late at
the store. Didn’t it signify? It stamp-
ed him as & carveless, unreliable chur-
acter.

“Come to the meeting with me this
evening, Harry,” said a young friend.
““We are having interesting meetings,
and many have resolved to begin now
to serve the Lord.
my mind that 1 must think of the sal-

I have made up

vation of my soml without longer
delay.”

“I don’t want o be religious,” said
Harry, “and 1 would rather not be

troubled about it.”

“But you ought to be a Christian,”
said his friend.

“Well, I supprse I onght,” said
Harry; “but yousee, I want to enjoy
the world’s pleasures a little longer.
Porliaps I may get to be bettor when
I grow older, but don’t trouble me any
longer. I am well enough for the
present.”  Oh, how rapidly las chai-
acter is being fixed!

A few months later and Harry is ‘n
his city home. e enters his mother's
brill antly lizhted parlor, hat in hand.
“Don’t go out this evening, my son,”
said his pleading mother, “Ycur
father may be detained by his business
till a late hour, and I should really be
glad of your company.”

“Why, you see, I must go, mother.
1 promised some fellows to try a game
of billhards with them, and then we
are to have an oyster supper.”

“I don't approve of billiard playing
and these late suppers,” said his
mother. The more you indulge in
these, the more careless you are about
your business duties. Disappoint
these young men this time, and stay
with me.”

Harry kissed her, but laughingly
freed herself from her detaining grasp.
“I suppose I could disappoint them,
mother; but I can’t bear to dissppoint
myself. Young men must have some
pleasures, you know.”

The mother sighed wearily as he
turned away. Yet he was her bright,
loving boy. It was the character
which was now showing itsclf that
caused her so much paioful anxiety.

A few years later, and the mother
sits in her parlor alone. The miduight
hour is past, yet she still waits and
watches for one who comes not. At
length she hears the well known step,
and hsstens to open the door. Harry,
with haggard looks and disordered
dress, staggers into the hall. She
groans in anguish, “Again! Ob, my
gon, my son!” '

‘ Hang it mother, don’t make afuss,”

said Harry with a sily laugh. “I

that which you know you should do.

=  ————

Jem and the Pocketbook.

“thn, 1 tlruppcll my p icketbook
somewhere out here. Have yon seen
| it?” seked a farmer, one day, of a boy
| who was hoeing potatoes for him in a
i field.
| *No, sir,” said Jem, “I have not.”

' “Well, supposc you help me to find
|it-. You leok along thatside of the
| field toward the gate, while I look on
this,”
the direction shown.

rejoined Mr. Beers, pointing in

'|
':
I “Yes sir,” said Jem cheerfully, drop-
‘piu-_-; his hoe in the furrow, and he
started along the edge of the field,

carcfully looking for the lost pocket-

E book.

When bie reached the gate, Le found
| the farmer there before him, with the
| pocketbook in his band. Jem looked
plegtsed and said:

“You have found it, sir?"’

‘I\" .“:’
| well where it was® T found it right
| beside your dinner kettle under the

and I guess you knew very

| grass, where, I suppose, you left it.”
' sem felt the color rise to his tem-
ples, aud anger borued in his heart;
but the latter he kept down, for he
{ was a Chistian boy, aud he quietly
answercd:
“] know nothing about your pocket-
book, sir. I cannot tell how it came
to be near my dinner kettle.”

”

| “You are very innucent, I dare say,
| rejoined the farmer with a sneer; “but
| facts don't favor that opinion. I don’t
want suspicious boys about my place,
so you may quit as soon as you like.”

Poor Jem was dumb with surprise
and sorrow, Taking up his dinner
kettle, he left tle field and went direct-
ly home to his mother. He told her
the story of his misfortune, and clos-
ed by saying:

“You believe me,
)_0‘1?!l '

“I do, my son; I don’t believe that
you would lie or steal for the best
pocketbook in the worid.”

Jem was comforted; his mother had
faith in his word, and a voice whisper-
ed, “Jesus knows.” His own heart,
too, freed him. Though saspecting of
lying and dishovesty, he was at peace,
because he knew the suspicion was un-
Just. |

The farmer, believing that Jem had
hid his pocketbook, told the story to
his many friends; but most of them
shook their heads, and said:

“It can’t be. Jem has always been
an honest and trathful boy.”

Jem was sad to know that any
thozght him guilty. He to'd the
story over and over to his Heavenly
Father, and was comforted. Jesus
made him st ong to bear his sore trial.
After a few days a gentleman sent for
Jem and waated to hire him. Jem
asked if he knew about the pocket-
book.

“Yes,” said he, “I know more than
you do about for I saw_your d'll-ﬁ
with a book in INis mouth goingtowa
your diuner kettle. 1 supposed you

mother, don't
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*

had sent him todo it, till T heard 11Lis
morning from old Farmer
you woere hllb}"."l‘ll'tl of biding it y
gelf.”

Thus the mystery was solved; Jem's
dogz bad found and hid the pocketbook.
The boy's honor was now clear. He
had a bLetter place than before, and
his heart was as happy as the love ol
Jesus coald make it

Happy Jem He lived

“\‘(.'I."- ik A |

to be a very

uselul man, the trosted clevk of
'employer, the support of his mother
and an honor to the Chureh of God

{"lllipl'n' he had boey nlty of hiding
the pocketbook, and lyi about it.
wonld not v of
been a very different one! Y
it would.

Liearn to Le as true, honest Fi
and good a8 Jem was. Yoo
then be happy, honest and usefu

i MO '
the story of Lis i AVe
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THE GALLANT SLAIN,

Now slowly sinks il X \
Antd =S

As Ihr Lheé revded

M= JHiv T FTR TN i g
TH1 bath i i

=t | sature brig

50 "tis with those who nobl v dis
Upon the feld o

Their names will she i<l
A softer, holier, richer

Than Cre o'er pagt

Was cast by motal pame hedore
Al on onr coumntry’s reddened !

Where sank hoer noble son= Lo v
A hallow'd offering 1s
An immolation unto heavel

Kival

"T'is the lives of pullant

Who diedd so birsvel

Who offerod up thoeis
A 'ree, unseliish sa

U pan the shring

And for a laml by frecmar

Y el will thelr mem ™ries oy
Gleams mid glooms ol lost 1)

- el -

TO MY MOTHEIL.

They t¢l]l me human love was n "
Awhile to Hloom, and then to Py
Metore the
They tedl mn |
A thing of traflic, bonght with go
Amnd subject

sutumn chiil

Boman fove ts s

to the will

No fulschood this; and yet 1 own,

Thore is o love, ene love alone,
With lustre ever iright
It runs= through all my changing yomn
Foraakes e not in smiles aned ten
And tills my soul withy Light
That love, bevond all othd
U nselti=h, punr us heaven i
« thine, duenr mobher, G
Whnat, then, if clowds around me e
The fount of jov Lhe canbot take

From oul this beart of wguiss

Eurth's merry throng may piuss me

Its honors from my grasp ma)y 1
A= lenves upon the

I care not, if thou loy e

'151, love alone m hauirt= i\

And hold ot o Lhe i

I'll love thee till my Iatest

I'l! fove thoe when ' cla
"1l Tov e theg c '

While on my thde of Lify i

.\l_\ Jové for thee no end
I'will never, nevy
- ® -

THE UNSEEN SHORVE,

death hang

The mists of
'

e unseen =hore
Beyend the darkness rises sitentds
For esermors
The golden city Hasheés Irom the «trun
But mortal vve sed ot the dist

Unnumberad prows are turndd Lo o1l it ry
I3ut never vet
Returning vovs

Hath brought I'ng T
Whose g Facin [
But there ar vicies im khat
W kel wee hswve |
O loved ones standing with u i n haml,
With smdle and word
Fhat kindled here our | Wt With i
And Lireathed on us thelr must Wi i
And there are footsteps on the g
That long ngo
Madde smored rhivihm, gliding soft and swe
r ssul nned slow,
Along the paths wo trod by heart

Bul strungely ceased, and et

Anl there are sonls that tha
Whno look on 1

For whow the stars in on
Where scraphin

Delightad ask around Llie thy

In ceaseless wonder at ti

.‘-iu-.-.l.,: my b Life's siormy sca i

mists wilkrisq
prain, ol tear, and

And evers nrinl

In strange surpris:

anish, when the unseéen shore

and thou shalt ouch the golden stredt

— - - _ e

shnll v
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Leiscre Houis.—It was & beantifal

observation of the late William Hazlitt,
that “there is room enoogh in human
life to crowd almost every art and
science in it. If we pass no day withe
out a line—visit no place without the
company of books—we may with cuse
fill 1”-1"3”’5!‘*{ or « In]'rl.\ them of their
contents., The more we do, the more
we can do; the more busy we are, the
more leisure we have

A& It 13 very indiscreet and
troudlesome ambition which cares so
much about fame, about what the
the world =ays of us; to be always
locking in the faces of others for ap-
proval; to be always anxious about
the effect of what we do or say; to
be always shonting, to Lcar the echo
of our own wvoices,

i

Beavrirrr axp TevE.—In o late arti
cle in Frazier's Magazioe this briel bnt
beantiful true passage
“ FEducation does not commence with
the Alphabet—it begins with a moth-
er’s love; with a father’s smile of ap-
probation, or a sign or reproof; with a
ister’s gentle forbearauce ; with a
handful of flowers 'n a green and
dainty meadow; with a bird's npest
admired, but not tm:_crhed; with creep -
ing ants, and almost inperesptible com.-
et; wi h pleasant walks in shady lanes,
and with thoughts directed in sweet
and kindly toues and words to nature:
to acts of beunevolence; to deeds of
virtue, and to the source of all good—
God himself."

QOCCUurs.
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